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within a few minutes of the time the shot was fired.9

'Is there any objection to your telling me who it was?'

The Major was still frowning.

'None whatever. The whole city will probably know it
to-morrow. ... It was Captain Leacock.'

Major Benson stared at him in unbelief.

'Impossible! I simply can't credit it. That boy was with
me three years on the other side, and I got to know him
pretty well. I can't help feeling there's a mistake somewhere.
. . . The police,' he added quickly9 'have got on the wrong
track.'

'It's not the police,' Markham informed him. 'It was my
own investigations that turned up the Captain.'

The Major did not answer, but his silence bespoke his
doubt.

'Y'know,3 put in Vance, 6I feel the same way about the
Captain that you do, Major. It rather pleases me to have
my impressions verified by one who has known him so
long,'

'What, then, was Leacock doing in front of the house that
night?' urged Markham acidulously.

cHe might have been singing carols beneath Benson's
window,' suggested Vance.

Before Markham could reply he was handed a card by
the head waiter. When he glanced at it, he gave a grunt of
satisfaction, and directed that the caller be sent up imme-
diately. Then, turning back to us, he said:

*We may learn something more now. I've been expecting
this man Higginbotham. He's the detective that followed
Leacock from my office this morning.'

Higginbotham was a wiry, pale-faced youth with fishy
eyes and a shifty manner. He slouched up to the table and
stood hesitantly before the District Attorney.

'Sit down and report, Higginbotham,' Markham or-
dered. 'These gentlemen are working with me on the case.'

*I picked up the bird while he was waiting for the eleva-